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about them alone. I was not then allowed or
able to get far, but later, from fifteen onwards,
I spent my evenings in lonely wanderings. I
went about and got muzzy with London, swal-
lowing every second so many thrilling impres-
sions that I could digest none of them. One
wanders now at night through a London of
brilliance; only here and there does one find a
gorge of darkness, and then it is only violet
darkness. One wandered in those days through
a London of sombre magnificence, its black
darkness shot with gleams and twinkles. It was
the London which Whistler saw, a London of
low tones and melting shades. Under to-day's
wide and intense lighting, the thousand and one
lovely nocturnes which then presented them-
selves each night have been dissolved, and he
would have to search in distant alleys to find his
silver and lilac tints.
I found many of them on those wanderings,
and encountered many little episodes which re-
main with me to this day when important public
spectacles have passed from memory. When I
sit still and recall those wanderings I recall none
of the big scenes through which I passed nor
any of the moments which at the time were
profound. I recall only trifles which at the time
I did not consciously notice. Why these things
stick, and, without mental guidance, paint them-
selves on the mind when it is empty, I cannot